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blew up any goatskin that had given way. This
happened many times in the shallow reaches,
where the skins scraped along the river bottom with
an indescribable rustling and whispering. I noticed
that instead of putting their mouths to the de-
flated skin, the men would hold it open at least a
foot away and blow great gusts against the farther
side of the neck. Another sign of lung-power was
their perpetual singing, which I found pleasant
enough during the day but disturbing at night.
The first time that I protested at being woken up
the culprit looked sheepish and said, " Sleep was
coming upon me, sir/3 which disarmed my anger.
Later on I got used to it, and slept quite peacefully
through the loudest chanting.
We had a few alarms when armed men ran along-
side and threatened to shoot at us, but the Union
Jack scared them off and we were not molested,
though one day we came up with a stranded raft,
the skins of which had been punctured by bullets
and the occupants looted of all they possessed.
Our own immunity was due to the fact that word
had gone down the river ahead of us that I was a
great English Qpnsolos, and when we reached the
small town of Jazirat ibn Umar I was met by a
group of Turkish officials, who begged me to stay the
night. I explained that I had to be in Baghdad
by a fixed date, and could not stop, upon which
they all turned their backs upon me, greatly
affronted, and obviously convinced that one day
more or less could make no possible difference to a
man of my position. I had to run after them and
insist upon taking coffee with them before they were
appeased.
Thirty miles downstream from Jazirat ibn Umar,